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each possess an estate of six thousand pounds,
but the former lately possessed twenty thousand,
and I nothing. Which of us is now the more
happily situated?
Hence arises the happiness of the saint-like
and self-denying hermit; his complaint, kh I
can't get out 1" lasts as long us he dots, \\hile
he progresses with every flying momtnt; and
conversely, the mos: unhapvy nmn is the idle
and irreligious one. Happiness* was mingled
with sorrow when Gibbon penned this mo>t
interesting but melancholy pa^Mige on ihe ter-
mination of twenty years' incessant labour, and
which should give us a deep insight into the
philosophy of life.
" It was," says he, u on the day, or rather
night, of the 57th of June, 17S7, benvetn tlie
hours of eleven and twelve, that I wrote the liiht
lines of the last page, in a summer-house in my
garden. After lajing down my pen, I took
several turns in a bercvau* or co\ered walk of
acacias, which commands a prospect of the
country, the lake, and the mountains. The ;;ir
was temperate, the sky was serene; the silver
orb of the moon was reflected from the waters,
and all nature was silent. I will not dissemble
the first emotions of joy on the recovery of my
freedom, and perhaps the establishment of my
fame. But my pride was soon humbled, and a
sober melancholy was spread over my mind, by